grey flannel trousers, a striped shirt with a regimental
tie, and a tweed jacket. As I watched him he put down
his soup spoon, picked up a bottle of Beaujolais from
the table, and held it to the light.

'I do believe, my dear,9 I heard him say, 'that the
waiters drink our wine. I marked this bottle most care-
fully at luncheon.9

He had a penetrating upper-middle-class English voice.
The woman shrugged her shoulders ever so slightly.
Obviously she did not approve,

'My dear,' he replied, 'it's the principle of the thing
that I look at. They ought to be pulled up about it. I
shall drop a hint to Koche.5

I saw her shrug her shoulders again and dab her mouth
with her napkin. This was evidently Major and Mrs*
Clandon-Hardey.

The other guests had by this time begun to arrive.

The Vogels sat at a table beyond the two English and
beside the balustrade. Another couple made for the table
against the wall.

These were unmistakably French. The man, very dark
and with goitrous eyes and an unshaven chin, looked
about thirty-five. The woman, an emaciated blonde in
satin beach pyjamas and imitation pearl ear-rings the size
of grapes, might have been older. They were very in-
terested in one another. As he held the chair for her to
sit down he caressed her arm. She responded with a
furtive squeeze of his fingers, then looked round quickly
to see if the other guests had noticed. I saw that the
Vogels were convulsed with silent laughter at the incident.
Herr Vogel winked at me across the tables.

The blonde woman, I decided, was probably Odette
Martin. Her companion would be either Duclos or Roux.
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